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B. is the man, abo, in this nicer age, 
eu 


% 


FR © L 0 & U KE. 


Preſumes to tread the chaſte, eorretted age. 
'g with gay 72 arts, be can n mere 

Conceal the avant of nature's flerling ore: 
Our ſpells are waniſh'd, broke our magic wand, 
That us'd to avaſt you over ſea and lund ; 
Before your light the fairy perple fade; 
The demons fiy—tbe ghoſt itſelf is laid. 
In vain F martial ſcenes the loud alarms; 
The mighty prompter thund"ring out to arms ; 
The playhouſe pojſe clatt ring from afar ; 
The cloje-wwedg'd battle, and the din of war. 
New e en the ſenate ſeldom we convene 3 
The yawning fathers nod bebind the ſcene. 
Tour taſte rejecte the glitt ring falſe jublimez 
To figh in metaphor, and die in rbime. 
High rant it tumbled from bis gall ry threne : 
Deſcription, dreams—nay, ſimilies are gene. | 

What ſhall aue, then? to pleaſe you bow deviſe, 
Whoſe judgment ſits not in your ears and eyes? . 
Thrice happy ! could wwe catch great Shakeſpoare's art, 
To trace the deep receſſes of the heart; 
His ſimple, plain ſublime; to wvbich is giv'n 
To frrike tbe ſoul ewith darted flame from bead n: 
Could xve awvake ſoft Otway's tender ⁊voe, 
The pomp of werſe, and —_— lines of Recve ! 

We to your hearts apply; let them attend: 
Before their filent, candid bar, ave hend. 


If warm'd, they liſten, "tis our nebleſft praiſe t 


IF cold, they wither all the muſe's bays. 


„ 

LS 171.04 vl 
RAMM'D to the throat <vith ævbeleſeme, mo- 

ral fluff; 
Alas ! poor audience] you have had encugb. 
Was ever hapleſs hercine of a play 
In ſuch a piteous plight as wwrs to-day ? 
Was ever wwoman ſo by love betray'd ? 
Match'd with twe kuſbands, ond yet die a a 
But, bleſs meli - bat ſounds are theſe I bear ! 
II ſee the Tragic Muſe, berſcif, appear. 

The back-ſcene opens, and diſcovers a romantic 
ſylvan landſcape; from which the Tragic 


Muſe advances ſlowly to muſic, and ſpeaks the 


following lines : 
Hence wvith your flippant epilaguc, that tries 
To wwipe the wirtugus rear from Britiſh eyes; 
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In yon fair eyes, where virtue ſhincs—=away 


| SCENE, tbe City of Palermo, in Sicily. 
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T hat dares my moral, tragic ſrere profane, 
With flrains—at beft, unſuiting, tight, and wann, 
Hence frem the pure, unſully'd beams, that pl 
Britons, to you, from chaſte Caſtalian groves, 
Where deucil the fon 2 "a 4 
Where ſhades of heroes roam, each mighty name, 
And court my aid, to riſe again to fame; 
To you I c:me; to freedom s nobleſt ſeat ; 
And in Bricannia fix my laſt retreat. 
In Greece, and Rome, I watch'd the public wealy 
The purple tyrant trembled at my fleel : 
Nor did I leſs e private ſorrows reigns 
And merd the melting beart with ſofter pain. 
On France and you then roſe my brigbt' ning ſtar 
With jocial ray—The arts are ne er at war. 
06! as your fire and genius fironger blaze; 
As yours are gen'rous freedoms boider lays ; 
Ler not the Gallic taſte leawe yours bebind, 
In decent manners, and in life ren d; 
Baniſb the motley mode, to tag loco verſe, 
The laugbing ballad to the mournful bearſe. 
When thro" five acts your bearts hawe learnt te glow 
Tuch d <vith the ſacred force of bonelt <uce 
0h keep the dear impreſſion on your breaſt, 
Nor idly leſe it for a wvretched jeſt ! 


Dramatis Perſonæ. 


M E N. 


Taxcnrn, Count of Leece. | 

Marre SIFFREFvi, Lord High Chancellor & 
Sicily, 

Earl Os wos p, Lord High Conſtable of Sicily, | 

RovoryHo, Friend to Tancred, and Captain & 

| the Guards, 


| WOMEN. 


S1IGISMUNDA, Daughter of Siffredi. 
LAURA, Siſter of Rodolpho, and Fricnd to Sig 
munda. 


Barons, Officers, Guards, Ec. 
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8 2 E N 2. the Palaces 


Sigiſmunda and Laura. 


. H, fatal day to Sicily ! The king, 
Then, touches his laſt moments ! 
Ker. So cis fear'd. 
Sig. Laura, 
charg*d 
With a prophetic ſadneſs : ſuch, methinks, 
Now hangs on mine. The king 5 approaching death 
S.22efts a thouſand fears. What troubles thence 
My throw the Rate once more into contuſion 
Ah ſudden changes in my father's houſe 
iy rife, and part me from my deareſt Tancred, 
Alarms my thoughts, 
Lau. The fears of love- ſick fancy, 
Perverſely buly to torment ittelf | 
b.t ve arfur'd, your father's ſteady friendſhip, 
in's to 8 cert un genius, that commands, 
Nt ne el; to fortune, will ſupport and cheriſh, 
F te, in the public eye of Sic. ly, 
I may call him, his adopred ſon, 
noble Tancred, form'd to all his virtuess- 


A 
W 


"ths Ah, form'd to charm his daughter — This 


fiir morn 
fs tempted far the chace, Is e not yet 
Keturn”. 1 ? 

Laa. No. - When your father to the king, 
i now expiring hies, was Cali'd in haſte, 
wh ent each way his meiſengers to find him; 

uch a look of ardour and impatience, 
his near event was to Count Tancred 

' more importance than | comprehend. 


birth, | 
Hud 1 cannot pierce. With princely c»oft, 
. with reſpect, which oft I have obiery'd 
be at times ſubm ive o'er his features, 
nont's woods my father rear'd this youth 
. ws 1 where firſt my artleſs boſom learnt 
'S »f love. He gives him out the fon 
% id friend, a baron of Apulia, 
0 in the late cruſado bravely fell. 
n tis range ; is all his family, 
as father, Cad ? and all their dende, 
©," my fire, the generous good Siffredi ? 
* 2 4 mo! hers futer, brother left, 
ad remain of kinored;z with what pride, 
' rapture, might they fly o'er earth and fea, 
ls rifing honour of eu hlacd 


"tis ſaid, the heart is ſometimes 


dir. There lies, my Laura, o'er my Tancred's 


This bright unknown ! this cccomeies youth ! 
Who charms, too much, the heart of Sigiſmunda ! 
What ſays Rodolpho ? Does he truly credit 

This ſtory of his birth ? 

Lau. He has ſometimes, 

Like you, his doubts; yet, when maturely weigh'd, 
Believes it true, As for Lord Tancred's ſelf, 

He never entertain'd the ſlighteſt thought 

That verg'd to doubt ; but oft laments his ſtate, 
By cruel fortune ſo ili. -pair'd to yours. 

Sig. Merit like his, the fortune of the mind, 
Beggars all wealth—Then, to your brother, Laura, 
He talks of me? 

Lau. Of nothing elſe! Howe'er 
The talk begin, it ends with Sigiſmunda. 

Their mopning, noontide, and their evening walks, 
Are full of you; and all the woods of Belmont, 
Enamour'd with your name 

Sig. Away, my friend; 
You flatter yet the dear deluſion charms. 

Lau. No, Sigiſmenda, 'tis the ſtricteſt truth, 
Nor half the truth, I tell you. Even with fond1.efs 
My brother talks for ever of the paſſion 
That fires young Tancred's breaſt, So muck it 

ſtrikes him, 
He praiſes love as if he were a lover. 
Heaven, he ſays, 
In laviſh bounty form d the heart, for love; 
In love included all the finer ſeeds 
Of honour, virtue, friendſhip, pureſt bliſzem———_ 

Sig. Virtuous Rodolpho ! 

Lay. Then his pleaſing theme 
He varies to the praiſes of your over 

Sig. And what, my Laur?, favs he on the ſubjeR? 

Lau. He ſays that, tho" he were not nobly born, 
Nature has form's him noble, generous, brave. 
Chiefly one charm 
He in his gracefu! character obſerves ; 

That tho' his paſſions burn with high impatience, 
And ſometimes, from a noble heat of nature, 
Are ready to fly off; yet the leatt check 
Or ruling reaſon brings them back to temperg 
Ant gentle ſoftneſs. 
Sig. True! Oh, true, Rodolpho ! 
Bleſt be thy kindred worth for loving his! 
He is all warmth, all amiable fire, 
All quick heroic ardour ! temper d foft 
With gentleneſs of heart, and manly reaſon ! 
if virtue were to wear a human form, 
To light it with her dignity and flame, 
Then ſoſt'ning mix her ſmiles and tender grace 
Oh, ſhe weuld chuſs the perſon of my Tancreg 
| A 2 
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4  TANCRED any 


Go on, my friend, go on, and ever praiſe him; 
The ſubject knows no bounds, nor can I tire, 
While my breaſt trembles to that ſweeteſt muſic ! 
The heart of woman taſtes no truer joy, | 
Is never flatter'd with ſuch dear enchantment-— 
As when ſhe hears the praiſes of the man ſhe loves. 
Lau. Madam, your father comes. 
a Enter Siffredi. G 
8 if [To an Attendant, as he enters.] Lord Tancred, 
Is found? [then, 
Attend. My lord, he quickly will be here. 
Sift Tis well; retire—You, too, my daughter, 
leave me. 
Sig. Igo, my father—But how fares the king? 
Sif. He is no more. Gone to that awful ſtate, 
Where kings the crown wear only of their virtues. 
Sig. How bright muſt then be his! This ſtroke 
is ſudden ; 
He was this morning well, when to the chace 
Lord Tancred went. 
Sif. Tis true. But at his years 
Death gives ſhort notice—Drooping nature then, 
Withour a guſt of pain to ſhake it, falls. 
His death, my daughter, was that happy perjod 
Which few attain. The duties of his day 
Were all diſcharg'd; N f 
Calm as evening ſkies, 
Was his pme mind, and lighted up with hopes 
That open heaven; when, for his laſt long ſleep 
Timely prepar'd, a laflitude of lite, 
A pleaſing wearineſs of mortal joy 
Fell on his ſoul, and down he ſunk to reſt. 
Oh, may my death be tach ! He but one wiſh 
Left untulfiil'd, which was to fee Count Tancred—— 
Sig. a o fee Count Tancred !----Pardon me, my 
ord 
S/. Tor what, my daughter? — But, with ſuch 
emotion, 
Why did you ftart at mention of Count Tancred ? 
Sig, Nothing—lI only hop'd the dying king 
Night mean to make ſome generous juſt proviſion 
For this vour worthy charge, this noble orphan. 
Si,. And he has done it largely Leave me now 
J want ſome private conference with lord Tancred. 
[Eæcnnt Sigiſmunda and Laura. 
My doubts are hut tco truc lf theſe old eyes 
Can trace the marks of love, a mutual paſſion 
Has ſeiz d, I fear, my daughter and this prince, 
My fovereign now—Should it be fo—Ah, there, 
There lurks a brood:ng tempeſt, that may ſhake 
My long concerted ſcheme, to ſettle firm 
The public pexce and welfare, which the king 
Has made the prudent baſis of his wil. 
Away, unworthy views! you ſhall not tempt me! 
Nor intereſt, nor ambition, ſhall ſeduce 
My fix'd 1efolve——Periſh the ſelfiſh thought, 
Which our own god prefers to that of millions! 
He comes, my king, unconſcious of his fortune. 
Emer Tancred. s 
Tan, My lord Siffredi, in your looks I read, 


tn 


SIGISMUNDA: 


And induſtry protected, living ſafe 
Beneath the ſacred ſhelter of che laws, 
Are ne'er ungrateful. 
They will for him provide : their filial love 
And confidence are his unfailing treaſure, 


With unſparing hand 


And every honeſt man his faithful guard. 

Tan. A general face of grief o erſpreads the city 
I mark'd the people, as I hither came, 
In crowds aſſembled, ſtryck with filent ſorrow, 
And pouring forth the nobleſt praiſe, of tears. 
A mingled murmur ran . 
Along the ſtreets; and, from the lonely court 
Of him who can no more aſſiſt their fortunes, 
I faw the courtier-fry, with eager haſte, 
All hurrying to Conſtantia. 
Sif. Noble youth ? 
I joy to hear from thee theſe juſt reflections, 
Worthy of riper year. But if they ſeek 
Conſtantia, truſt me, they miſtake their courſe, 
Tan, How ! is the not, my lord, the late king's 
Heir to the crown of Sicily ? the laſt [ iter, 


Of our fam'd Norman line, and now our queen? 


Sif. Tancred, tis true; ſhe is the late King's 
ſiſter, | 

The ſole ſurviving offspring of that tyrant, 
William the Bad 
Born ſome months 
After the tyrant's death, but not next heir. 

Tan. You much ſurpriſe me - May I then preſume 
To atk who is ? | 
Sif. Come nearer, noble Tancred, 
Son of my care. I muſt, on this occaſion, 
Conſult thy generous heart; which, when conduQted 
By rectitude of mind and honeſt virtues, 
Gives better counſel than the hoary head 
Then know, there lives a prince, hete in Palermo, 
The lineal offspring of our tamous hero, 
Roger the Firſt, 

Jau. Great heaven — How far remov'd 
From that our mighty founder ? 

Sif. His great grandion: h 
Sprung from his eldeſt ſon, who died untimely, 
Before his father. | 

Tan. Ha! the prince you mean, 
Is he not Manfred's ion? The generous, brave, 
Unhappy Manfred! whom the tyrant Wiiliam, 
You juſt now mention'd, not content to ſpoil 
Of his paternal crown. threw into fetters, 
And jintamouſly murder'd ? 

Sif. Yes, the ſame. 

Tan, —— But this prince, 
Where has he lain conceal'd ? 
Si. The late good king, 


By noble pity mov'd, contriv'd to fave him 


From his dire father's unrelenting rage, 

And had him rear'd in private, as became 

His birth and hopes, with high and princely nurture 
Till now, too young to rule a troubled ſtate, 

By civil broils moſt miferably torn, | 

He, in his ſafe retreat, bas lain conceal'd, 


Confirm'd, the mourntul news that flv abroad 
» P, 


His birth and fortune to himſelf unknown 


From tongue to tongue We then, at laſt, have loſt | But when the dying king to me entruſted, 


The £009 old king? 

Sif. Yes, we have Joſt a father! 

The greateit bleſhing heaven beſtows on morta!s, 
A gooe, a worthy king '——Hear me, my Tancred 
And I will tcl! ther, in a few plain words, 

How he detzvd that beſt, that glorious title. 

He lv'd his peopic, deem'd them all bis children: ; 
The good exalted, and depreſs'd the bad. 

He sought, alone, the good of thoſe for whom 

IX was cnirulted with the ſovereign power; 

Well knowing that 4 pityic in heir rights 


3 | 


A: to the chance! or of the realm, his willy 
Hi: ſucceſſor he nam'd him. 

Tan. Happy youth! 
He then will triumph o'er his father's foes, 


, 


— — — 


| O'er haughty Oſmond, and the tyrant's daughter: 
Sf. Ay, that is what 1 dread————— that cats 
youth ; 9 8 
There lurks, I fcgr, perdition to the ſtate; 
i dread the horrors of rekindled war! 
Tho' dead, the tvrant ſtill is to be fear dz; 
His daughtei's party ſtill is ſtrong and numer: 


ſums 


ucted 


ermo, 


urturt 


er 


Ia vain will counſel, if the heart forbic it 


 FANCRED awvy 
Her friend, Earl Ofmond, conſtable of Sicily, 
Experienc'd, brave, high-born, of mighty intereſt, 
Better the prince and princeſs ſhould by marriage 
Unite their friends, their intereſt, and their claims; 
Then will the peace and welfare of the land 
On a firm baſis riſe. 

Tan. My lord Siffredi, 
If by myſelf I of this prince may judge, 
That ſcheme will ſcarce ſacceed - Vour prudent age 


Put wherefore fear ? The right is clearly his: 

All Sicily will rouſe, all faithful hearts | 
Will range themſelves aroune Prince Manfred's ſon. 
For me, I here devote me to the ſervice 

Of this young prince; I every Mop of blood 


SIGISMUNDA 
Enflave my hand, devoted to another. 

The hint you juſt now gave of that alliance, 
You muſt imagine, wakes my fear. But know, 
In this mone 1 will not bear diſpute, 

Not even fron thee, Siffredi! —Let the council 
Be ſtrait aſſembled, and the will there open'd: 
Thence iſſue ſpeedy orders to convene, | 
This day, ere noen, the ſenate : where thoſe barons, 
Who now are in Palermo, will attend, 

To pay their ready homage to the king. 

Sif. I go, my liege. But once again permit me 
To tell 00% — Nov, now, is the trying criſis, 
That muſt determine of your future reign. 

Oh, with heroic vigour watch your heart ! 
And to the ſovereign dutics of the king, 


— 


_— 


Will loſe with joy, with tranſport in his cauſe———|'Th' unequal'd picatures of a god on earth, 


Then, find the prince ; | 
Loſe not a moment to awaken in him 
The royal ſoul. Perhaps, he now deſponding, 
Pines in a corner, and laments his fortune 
That in the narrower bounds of private life 
He muſt confine his aims, thoſe ſwelling virtues 
Which from his noble father he inherits. 

SI. Perhaps, regardleſs, in the common bane 
Of youth he melts, in vanity and love. 
But if the ſeeds of virtue glow within him, 
] will awake a higher ſenſe, a love 
That graſps the loves and happineſs of millions, 


Submit the common joys, the common paſſions, 
Nay, even the virtues of a private man. 

Tan. Of that no more. They not oppoſe, but aid, 
Invig'rate, cheriſh, and reward each other. 

| Ian Sill 

Now, generous Sigiſmunda, comes my turn 
To thew my love was not of thine unworthy, 
When fortune bade me hluſn to look to thees 
But what is fortune, to the wiſh of love? 
A miferable bankrupt ! 
Quick let me find her! taſte that higheſt joy, 
ITn' exalted heart can know, the mix d effuſion 


Ten. Why that ſurmiſe? Or ſhould he love, | Of gratitude and love !-—Behold, ſhe comes! 


Siffredi, 

doubt not, it is nobly, which will raiſe 

And animate his virtue: Oh, permit me 

To plead the cauſe of cut Their virtue oft, 
In pleaſure's ſoſt enchantment lull'd awhile, 
Forgets itſelf; it Neeps and gail; dreams, 

Till great occaſion rouſe it; then, all flame, 

I: walks abroad, with heighten'd ſoul and vigour, 
And by the charge aſtoniſhes the world. 


Euter Sigiſmunda. 

Tan. My fluttering foul was all on wing to w 
My love, my Sigifmunda! [ thee 

Sig. Oh, my Tancred ! 
Teil me, what means this myſtery and gloom 
That lours around? Juſt now, involy'd in thought, 
My father ſhot athwart me You, my lord, 
Seem ſtrangely mov'd | fear ſome dark event, 
From the king's death, to trouble our repoſe z 


Si. Hear him, immortal ſhades of his great | That tender calm we in the woods of Belmont 


tathers ' 

Forgive me, Sir, this trial of your heart: 
Thau! thou, art he! 

Jun. Siffredi. 

„if. Tancred, thou! | 
Thou art the man, of oll the many thouſands 
That toil upon the boſom of this Ne, 
Ry Heaven c.et>J to command the reſt ; 
10 rule, protect them, and to make them happy! 

Tan. Manfred my father! I] the laſt ſupport 
Of the fam'd Nerman line, that awes the world! 
I, who this morning wander'd for, an orphan, 
Oatcaſt of all but thee, my ſecond father! 
1s call'd to glory! to the firit great lot 
Ut human kind !--Oh, wonder-working hand, 
hat, in majeſtic ſilence, ſways at will 
ihe mighty movements of unbuunded nature 
Uh, grant me, heaven, the virtues to ſuſtain 
This awful burden of ſo many heroes! 
Let me not be exalted into ſhame, 
det up the worthleſs pageant of vain grandeur !=— 
Mean time I thank the juftice of the king, 
Who has my right begueath'd mc. Thee, Siffredi, 
! thank thee=Oh, I ne'er enough can thank thee ! 
„thou haſt been—thou ari—1n:it be my tather ! 
hon ſhalt direct my unexpetieac'd years, 
Susl: be the ruling head, and I the hand, 

Id is enough for me :o fee my ſovereign 
JJert his virtues, and maintain his honour, 
an. 1 think, my lord, you iaid the king com- 

mitied 


” 


to vou his will. T hope it is not clogg'd 
Wan ay baſe conditions, any clauſe 
ar } 


10 tyranzize my heart, and to Conſtantia 


2 changing with the vain, external bange, 


So happily enjoy'd 
What means it? Say. 
Jau. It means that we. are happy! 
Beyond our moſt romantic wiſhes happy! 
| Sig. You but perplex me more. 
Tan. It means, my faireſt, 
| That thou art queen of Sicily; and I 
The happieſt of mankind, 
Becaute with thee I can adorn my throne ! 
Manfred, who fell by tyrant William's rage, 
Fam'd Roger's lincal ifiue, was my father, 
| [ Par ſings 
You drop, my love; dijeQted on a ſudden ; 
You ſeem to mourn my fortune The fott tear 
Springs in thy eye———Oh, let me Kits it f. 
Why this, my Siziſmunda ? 
Sig. Royal Taiicred, 
None at your glorious fortune can like me 
Rejoĩce; et me alone, of all Sicilians, 
It makes unhappy. 
Tan, I ſhould hate it then! 
Should throw, with ſcorn, the ſplendid ruin from 
me! 
No, Siziſmunda, 'tis my hope with thee 
To ſhare it, whence it draws its richeſt value. 
Sig. You arc my fovercign I at humble 
diſtance 
Tan. Thou art my queen! the ſovereign of my 
ſoul! 
The dezr, the tender, gen'rous Sigiſmunda ! 
Sig. Your heart, I know, diidains the lictly 
thought 


Explain this hurry, 


' circumſtance ans fortune; 


> — "fin pv —-— 99 
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But, ah! the hearts of Tings are not their own. 
Some high-deſcended princeſs, who will bring 
New pow'r and int'reſt to your throne, demands 
Your royal hand Perhaps Confſtantia=— 

Tan. She! : 

Oh, name her not! Were I this moment free, 
And diſengag'd as he who never figh'd 

For matchleſs worth like thine, I ſhou'd abhor 
All thoughts of that alliance. Her fell father 
Moft baſely murder'd mine | 

And canſt thou deem me, then, ſo poorly tame, 
So cool a traitor to my father's blood, . 
As, from the prudent cowardice of ſtate, 

F'er to ſubmit to ſuch a baſe propoſal ? 

They whom juſt Heaven has to a throne exalted, 
To guard 'the rights and liberties of others, 
What duty binds them to betray their own ! 

Or if, indeed, my choice muſt be directed 

By views of public good, whom ſhall I chuſe 

So fit to grace, to dignify a crown, 

And beam ſweet mercy on a happy people, 

As thee, my love? Whom place upon my throne, 
But thee, deſcended from the good Siftredi ? 

Sig. Ceaſe, ceaſe to raiſe my hopes above my duty! 
Charm me no more, my Tancred -h, that we 
In thoſe bieſt woods, where firſt you won my ſoul, 
Had pats'd our gentle days; far irom the toil 
And pomp of courts! Such is the with of love. 
*Tis all in vain—You cannot huth a voice 
That murmurs here I muft not be perſ1aded ! 

Tan. | Kxeeling.) Hear me, thou ſoul of ail mw; 

hopes vs. wiſhes ! 
And witneſs, Heaven, prime fource of love and joy! 
Not a whole warring world combin'd againſt me, 
Shall ever ſtace my faith te Sigiimunda ! 
[Trumpets and acclamations heard. 
But, hark the public voice to duties calis me, 
Which with unwearied zcal I will diſcharge ; 
And thou, yes thou, ſuit be my bright re vad !--- 
Yet ere ] to Huſh thy lovely fears, 
Thy delicate ohjections [Writes bis name.] take 
this blank, 5 
Sign'd with my name, and give it to thy facher: 
Tel! him tis my command, it be fill'd up 
With a moſt ſtrict and {ojemn martiage- contract. 
How dear each tic! low clarniing to my foul ! 
That more unites we to my Sipiſmunda. 

For thee, and for my people's good to live, 

Is all the blifs which fov'rcign pow'r can g've. 

. [Exeunt. 


" 7 v0 ve | 
SCENE, 2 Crand Saigon, 
| Enter Siftre ti, ; 
*f-QY far tis well-—1 h- late king's will proceeds 
\ I Upbn the plan I coundel'd; that prince Tan- 
[cred 


Shali make Conſtantia partner of his throne, 
Oh, great, Oh, wich'd event! 
But how this mighty obſtacle ſurmount, 
Which love ha; thrown betwixt ? — My daughterqwns 
Her pation for the King; the trembling own'd it, 
With pravers, and tears, and tender fupplications, 
That almoſt hook my firmneſs —And this blank, 
Which his re fandacls gave her, fhews how much, 
To what à wild extravazance he love — 
J ſee no means—it h my deepeſt thought. 
Hew to controu! this mainzſs of the king, 
That wers the face of virtuc, and will thence 
Piſdain r2itraint The crowCing barons, 
Here tur moned io the palace, meet already; 
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To pay their homage, and confirm the will. 
On a tew moments hangs the public fate, 
On a few haſty moments —— Ha] there ſhone 
A gleam of hope—Yes, with this very paper 
I yet will ſave him Here is the royal hand 
I will beneath it write a perfect, full, 
And abfolute agreement to the will ; 
Which read before the nobles of the realm, 
Aſſembled in the ſacred tace of Sicily, 
Conſtantia preſent, every heart and eye 
Fix'd on their monarch, every tongue applauding, 
He muſt ſubmit ; his dream of love muſt vaniſh 
It ſhall be done To nie, I know tis ruing 
But ſafety to the public, to the king 
I will not reaſon more. No- tis tix'd! 
I here devote me for my prince and country; 
Let them be ſafe, and let me nobly periſh ! 
Behold, Earl Oſmond comes; without whoſe aid 
My ſchemes are all in vain. 
Enter Oſmond. 

Oſm. My lord Siftredi, 
I from the council haſten'd to Conſtantia, 
And have accompliſh'd what we there propos'd. 
The princeſs to the will ſubmits her claims. 
ohe with her preſence means to grace the ſenate, 
And of your royal charge, young Tancred's hand, 
Accept, Methought, beſides, 
I could diſcern, that nut from prudence, merely, 
She to this choice ſubmitted, 

Sif. Noble Oſmond, 
x u hav*® in chis done to the public great 
And ngnal iervice. Yes, i mutt avow itz 
is frank aud ready inſtance of your zeal, 
in fuch 2 ing criſis of the: ſtate, 
Uporaids the raſhnelſs ct ay former judgment, 

Oſm. Siffredi, vo- - To you belungs the praiſe: 
'Tis you, my {| hom the mary thouſands, 
That by the b-rbarous wore of cwil war 
R:iituzi'r :!nglorious, owe their l. ves; 
I bluth to think I have {. ing oppos'd 
The beit good man in Sicil.— 
To yours I join my hand; with you will own 
No intereſt and no party, but in, country.“ 
Noris your friendihip only my amb. ton; 
There is a dearer name, the name of tather, 
By which 1 ſhould rejoice to call $'trieat. 
Your daughter's hand would to the public weal 
Unite my private happinels, 

Sif. My lord, 


You have my glad conſent. 


To be ally'd 


| To your diſtingufſh'd family and merit, 


I thaill efteem an honour. Frem my ſoul, 


11 here embrace Ear) Oſmond, as my triend 


And fon. 
| Om. You make him happy. 
I from this moment yow myſelf the friend 
And zcalous ſervant of Siſtredi's houſe. 
Er ter an Officer helon riug ty the Court. 

OF. [To Siſtredi.] The King, my lord, demands 

your ipees); preſence. 

Sif. I will attend him ſtraight —Farewe!, my lord, 
The ſenate meets: there, ate moments hence, 
I] will rejoin vou. 

Ojm. There, my noble lord, 

We will complete this jalutary work; 


| Will there begin a new, auſpicious ærs. 


[ Exeurt Siffredi and Officer, 
Siffredi gives his daughter to my wiſhes 
But does the give herielf? Gay, young, anè flatter ' d, 
Perhaps engag'd, will ſhe her youthfu! heart 
Yield to my harſher, uncomplying years? 
| am not form'd, by flattery ana praiſe, 


| 


Py fighs and tears, ang all the whiging tradg 
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Bf love, to feed a fair-one's vanity; 
To charm! at once and ſpoil-her. Theſe ſoft arts 
Nor ſuit my years nor temper; theſe be leſt 
To boys, and doating age. A prudent father, 
By nature charg'd to guide and rule her choice, 
Refigns his daughter toa huſband's power; 
Who with ſuperior dignity, with reaſon, 
And manly tenderneſs, will ever love her; 
Not firſt a kneeling ſlave, and then a tyrant. 
Enter 1ff Officer. 

1 Off. My lord, the king is robed; the ſenate fits, 

And waits your preſence, [| Exeunt Oſm. and Barons. 


There muſt be ſome miſtake ! 


SIGISMUNDA. 


Lau. There can be none 
Siſtredi read his full and free conſent 
Before th applauding ſenate. True, indeed, 
A ſmall remain of ſhame, a timorous weakneſs, 
Een dafſtuidly in falſhood, made him bluſh 
To act this ſcene in Sigitmunda's eye, 
Who ſunk beneath his perfidy and baſeneſs. 
Hence, till to-morrow, he adjourn'd the ſenate ! 
To-morrow, fix'd with infamy to crown him! 
Then, leading off his gay, triumphant princeſs, 
He left the poor, unhappy Sigiſmunda, 


[Shuts within. To bend her trembling ſteps to that ſad home 


Enter 2d Officers 
2 Off. I have not ſeen 
o wild a tumult; the town is mad with tranſport ! 
Shew us our king, they cry, our Norman king; 
The valiant Manfred's fon, who 15, 
In vain I told 'em, that we had ftrict orders 
To keep for him himſelf, in! tor the barons, 
All theſe apartments clear. Nongat could 
Appeaſe their ſtorm of ze; Hat 
The northern gate, that fronts the ſea, 
I promis'd them admittance. 
1 Off. I do not marvel at their rage of joy: 
He is a brave and amiable prince, a 
When in my lord Sittredi's houſe I liv'd, 
Ere by his favour I obtain'd this office, 
| there remember well the young Count Tancred. 
To Tee him and to love him were the ſame 
He was ſo noble in his ways, yet ſtill 
$0 affable and. mild! Well, well, old Sicily, 
Yet happy days await thee! 
2 Of. Grant it, Heaven! 
He is, they ſay, to wed the late king's fiſter, 
Conſtantia. | 
1 Off. Friend, of that I greatly doubt. 
Or I miſtake, or Lord Sitfredi's daughter, 
The gentle Sigiſmunda has his heart. 
It one may judge by kindly cordial looks, 
And fond aſſiduous care to pleaſe each other, 
Moſt certainly they love.— Oh, be they bleſt 
As they deſerve!. It were great pity aught 
Should part a matchlet; pair: The glory he, 
And the the blooming grace of Sicily ! 
2 Off. My Lord Rodolpho comes. 
* Enter Rodolpho, from the Senate. 
Red. My honeſt friends, 
You may retire. { Officers go ent.] A ſtorm is in 
the wind. 
This will perplexes all. No, Tancred never 
Can ſtoop to theſe conditions; which at once 
Attack his rights, his honuur, and his love. 
Waen he heard | 
Th'unjuſt, the baſe conditions of the will, 
Uncertain, toſt in cruel agitation, 
He oft, methought, addreſs'd himſelf to ſpeak, 
And interrupt Siffredi; who appear'd, 
With conſcious haite, to dread that interruption, 
And hurry'd on. — But hark! I hear a noiſe, 
Az if ch aſſembly roſe, 
Exter Laura. : 
Lau. Your high-prais'd friend, the king, 
I; talſe, moſt vilely fa!ſe! The meaneſt flave 
Had ſhewn a nobler heart! | 
He Manfred's ſon !—=Away! it cannot be! 
The ſon of that brave prince could never ſacrifice 
A!) faith, all honour, gratitude and love, | 
l in a mament—And for what? Why, truly, 
For kind permiſſion, gracious leave, to fit 
Un his own throne, with tyrant William's daughter! 
Red. I Rand amaz d. au ſurclj Nong him, 


1 i 
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His faithleſs vows will render hateful to her. 
He comes! Farewel — I cannot bear his 
preſence ! Fit Laura. 
Enter Tancred and Siffredi, merino. 

Tan. Avoid me, hoary traitor !---Go, Rodolphey 
' Give orgers that all paſſages this way 
Be ſnut -- Defend me nom a tatetti world, 
The bane of peace and honouta- then 1etun 
: | Ex. Rod. 
Ch, monſttous 


What! doſt thou haunt me ii]? 
| inſult! 
Unparallel'd indignity! Juſt Heaven! 
Was ever king, was ever man ſo treated; 
So trampled into baſeneſs? 
Sif. Here, my liege, 
Here ftrike; I nr delerve, nor aſk for mercy, 
Tan. All, ali but this could have borne but 
This daring Info:ence, beyond example this! 
This murd'rous ſteoke, that ſtabs my peace for ever! 
That wounds me there—there ! where the human 
Moſt exquiſitely feel... (heart 
Sif. Oh bear it not, 
My royal lord! appeaſe on me your vengeance ! 
Tan. Did ever tyrant image aught ſo cruel! 
The loweſt flave that crawls upon the earth, 
Robb'd of each comfort Heaven beftows on mortalsz 
On the bare ground has ſtill his virtue left, 
The ſacred treaſure of an honeſt heart, 
Which thou haſt dar'd, vith raſh, audacious hand, 
And impious fraud, in me to violate 
| . Behold, my lord, that raſh, audacious hand, 
Which not repents its crime—O glorious! happy! 
If by my ruin I can ſave your honour. 
Tan. Such honour I renounce; with ſovereign 
Creatly deteſt it, and its mean adviſer ! { ſcorn ? 
Haſt thou not dar'd beneath my name to ſhelter, 
Beneath thy ſovereign's name, baſcly preſum'd 
To ſhiei'd a Rea lye, in public utter'd, 
To ail deluded Sicily ? But know, 
T his poor contrivance is as weak as baſe. ; 
What! marry her! Conſtantia! her! the daughter 
Of the fell tyrant who deftroy'd my father ! 
The very thought is madneſs ! Ere thou ſeeſt 
The torch of Hymen light theſe hated nuptials, 
Thou ſhalt behoid Sicilia wrapt in flames, | 
Her cities raz'd, her vallics drench'd with flaughe 
ter | 
Love ſet aſide, my pride aTumes the quarrel ; 
M honour now is up! In ſpite of thee, 
A world combin'd aginſt me, Iwill give 
This ſcatter'd will in fragments to the winds, 
Afiert mv rights, the freedom of my heart, 
Cruth all who dare oppoſe me to the duſty 


| And heap perdition on thee! 


Sif. Sir, tis juſt; 
| Exhauſt on me your rage; I claim it all! 
But for theſe public threats thy paſſion utters, 


! "Tis what thou canſt not do. 


Tan. I cannot! ha! g 


Laura: What ſhall arreft my vengeance ? Who? 
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Sif. Thyfelf! | 

Zan. Away! Dare not to juſtify thy crime 
That, that alone can aggravate it's horror; 

Add inſolence to infolence—perhaps 
May make my rage forget— 
if. Oh, let it burſt 
On this grey head, devoted to thy ſervice! 
But when the ſtorm has vented all its fury, 
Thou then muſt hear—nay more, 1 know thou 
Wilt 
Wilt hear the calm, yet ſtronger voice of reaſon, 
Thou muſt reflect that there are other duties 
Yes thou muſt, 
In calmer hours, diveſt thee of thy love, 
Theſe common paſſions of the vulgar breaſt, 
This boiling heat of youth, and be a king, 
The lover of thy people! 
Tan. Yes, I will be a king, but not a ſlave; 
In this will be a king; in this my people 
Shall learn to judge how I will guard their rights, 
When they behold me vindicate my own ! 
But have 1, ſay, been treated l ke a king? 
Heavens! could I ſtoop to ſuch outrageous uſage, 
IT were a mean, a ſhameleſs wretch, unworthy 
To wield a ſceptre in a land of ſlaves, 
A ſoil abhorr'd of virtue; ſhould helie 
My father's blood, belie thoſe very maxims, 
At other times you taught my youth Siſfredi! 
[ In a foften'd tone of voice. 

Sif. Behold, my prince, thy poor old ſervant, 
Whole darling care, theſe twenty years, has been 
To nurſe thee up to virtue ; behold him here, 
Bent on his fezble knees, to beg, conjure thee, 
With tears to beg thee, to controul thy patiion, 
And ſave thyſelf, thy honour, and thy people! 
Kneeling with me, behold the many thouſands 
To thy protection truſted ; fathers, mothers, 
The ſacred front of venerable age, 

The tender virgin, and the helpleſs infant; 
See them all, 

Here at thy feet, conjuring thee to ſave them 
From miſery and war, from crimes and rapine! 
Turn net away Oh, is tnere not ſome part 
In thy great heart, fo ſenſible to kindneis 

And gencrous warmth, ſome nobler part, to feel 
Tue prayers and tears of theſe, the mingled voice 
Of heaven and carth ? 

Tan. There is, and thou haſt touch'd it. 

Riſe, riſe, Siftredi——O!l, thou haſt undone me! 
Unkind old man !J=——O, il-entreated Tancred ! 
Which way ſoe'er I turn, dithonour rears 
Her hiJeous front-and miſery and ruin. 
Why have you rais'd this miſerable conflict 
Betwixt the duties of the king and man ? 
Set virtue again virtue ?*=—PBut hold, my foul, 
Thy ſteady purpoſe Toſt by various paſſions, 
To this eternal anchor keep———There | is, 
Can be, no public without. private virtue y m 
Then mark me well, obſerve what I command; 
To-morrow, when the ſenate meets again, 
 Unfold the whole, unravel the deceit ; 
Start not, my lord This mult and ſhall be done! 
Or here our triendikip ends—-Howe'er diſguis'd, 
Whatever thy pretence, thou art a traitor. 

Sif. 1 ſhould indeed deſerve the name of traitor, 
And even a traitor's fate, had I fo flightly, 
From princivles to weak, gone what 1 did, 
As eier - d! ſavory it 

Tau. 

Sif. "oo le; Te, 
Expect not this Tv? praQtis'd long in courts, 
I have not ſo far learu'd their ſubtle trade, 

To veer obedtent wita cach gel of pailion, 


| 


| 


| 


| 


| 


 Lagag'd us 


J honour thee, I venerate thy orders, 
But honour more my duty. Nought on earth 
Shall ever hake me from that ſolid rock, 
Nor ſmiles, ner frowns 
Tar. You will not, then? 
54 I cannot. 
. Away! be gone !---=Oh, my Rodolpho, come, 
And fave me froxa this craitor — Hence, | ſay! 
No * Away! LExit Siff, 
Enter Rodolpho. 
Red. What can incenſe my prince ſo Sy 
Againſt his friend Siffredi? 
Tan. Friend! Rodolrho? 
When I have told thee what this friend has done; 
How piay'd me like a boy, a baſe- born wretch, 
Who had nor heart nor ſpirit, thou wilt ſtand 
Amaz'd, and wonder at my ſtupid patience. 
But this, my friend, this black, unheard-ef outrage, 
I cannot now impart—=—T ill Seines 
Be difabus'd, my breaſt is tumult all. 
Come, then, my friend; and by the hand of Laura, 
Oh, let me itcal a letter to her boſom, 
And this evening fecure an interview. --- * 
I would not bcar this rack another day, 
Not for my kingdom. / 
Thought drives on thought, on paſſions paſſions roll: 
Her imiles alone can calm my raging foul. 
| E xeunt, 


CT III. 
SC EN E, a Chamber. 
Sigiſmunda alone, fitting in a diſconſelate peſturt. 
Y wap tyrant prince! ah, more than faithleſ 


Tancred, 

Ungen'rous and inhuman in thy falſhood! 

Had'it thou, this morning, when my hopeleſs heart, 

Submiſſive to my fortune and my duty, 

Had ſo much ſpirit left, as to be willing 

To give thee back thy vows, ah ! hadit thou then 

Confeſs'd the fad necethty thy ſtate 

Impos'd upon thee, and with gentle friendſhip, 

Since we mult part at laſt, our parting ſoften'd; 

I ſhould indced—l fhould have been unhappy, 

But not to this extreme 

Is there, kinq heaven, no conſtancy in man ? 

No ſtedfaſt truth, no generous, fix'd affection, 

That can bear up againſt a ſeifiſh world? 

No, there is none Even Tancred is m7 
Rifng. 


let me fly this ſcene \—Whate' er J tec, 


Hence! 


{Theſe roots, theſe walls, each object that ſut- 


rounds me, 
Are tainted with his vows— But whither fly? 
The groves are worſe, the ſoft retreat of Belmont, 


| Its deep ning glooms, gay lawns, and airy ſummits, 


Will wound my buſy memory to torture; 
And all its, fades will whiſper—Faithleſs Tancred' 
My father come How, ſunk in this diforet 
Shall I fun his preſence ? 
Enter Siſtredi. 
Sir. Sig! iſmund , 
My deareſt child! 5 2rieve to find thee thus; 
. prey to tears. 
wake to reaſon from nis dream of love, 
py ſhew the world thou art Sitfredi's daughter, 
S; To Ala: IJ am un wort 7 of that name. 
Sif. Thou art, indeed, bu blame! thou haſt tos 
raſhly 


Ko TR 
gat, WI 


Wa father's fanQion! 


* 
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But this 1 can forgive; : And, if thy heart 

Will now reſume its pride, aſſert itſelf, 

And greatly riſe ſoperior to this trial; 

to my warmeſt confidence again * : 

Will take thee, and eſteem thee more my 1 
Sig Oh, you are gentler far than I deſerve ! 

It is, it ever was, my darling pride, 

To bend my ſoul te your ſupreme commands, 

Your wiſeſt will; and tho' by love betray'l———— 

Alas ! and puniſh'd too I have tranſgreſs'd 

The niceſt bounds of duty, yet I feel 

A ſentiment of tenderneſs, a ſource 

Of filial nature ſpringing in my breaſt, 

That, ſhould it kill me, ſhall BEL this paſſion, 

And make me ali ſubmiſſion and obedience 

To you, my honoured lord, the beſt of fathers. 

Sife Come to my arms, thou comfort of iny age 

Thou only joy and hope of theſe grey hairs ! 

Come, let me take thee to a parent's heart; 

There, with the kindly aid of my advice, 

F'en with the dew of theie paternal tears, 

Revive and nouriſh this becoming ſpirit 

Then thou doſt promiſe me, my Sigiſmunda 

Thy father ſtoops to make it his requeſt 

Thou wilt reſign thy fond preſumptuous hopes, 

And henceforth never more indulge one thought 

That in the light of love regards the king ? 

Sig. Hopes I have none ! Thoſe, by this 

fatal day, | 

Are blaſted all But from my ſoul to baniſh, 

While weeping memory there retains her ſeat, 

Thoughts which, the pureſt boſom might have 
cheriſh'd, 

Once my delight, now even in anguiſh charming, 

Is more, alas! my lord, than I can promiſe. 

Sit. Abſence and time, the ſoftener of our paſſions, 
Will conquer this. Mean time, I hope from thee 
A generous great effort ; that thou wilt now 
Exert thy utmoſt force, nor languiſh thus 
Beneath the vain extravagance of love, 

Let not thy father bluſh to hear it ſaid, 
His daughter was ſo weak, *e'er to admit 
A thought ſo void of reaſon, that a king 
Should to his rank, his honour and his glory, 
The high important duties of a throne, 
Cen to his throne itſelf, madly prefer 
A wild romantic paſſion, the fond child 
Of youthful, dreaming thought, and vacant hours 
That he ſhould quit his heaven-appointed ſtation, 
Deſert his awful charge, the care of all 
Tae toiling millions which this iſle contains. 
— What! muſt for thee, 
To make thee bleſt, Sicilia be unhappy ? 
Rouſe thee, for ame | and if a ſpark of virtue 
Lies Numbering in thy ſoul, bid it blaze forth 
Nor fink unequal to the clorioun leſſon 
This day thy lover gave thee from the throne. 

Sig. Ah, that was not from virtue! 

my father, 

That been his aim, I yield to what you 12. 
Why dig you drag me to a fight ſo cruel ? 

Sf. It was a ſcene to fire thy emulation. 

Lie. It was a ſcene of perfidy ! But know, 
I will do more than . 6s the king 
For he is falſe ! I, though ſincerely pierc'd 
Wie th the beſt, trueſt paſſion, ever touch 

\ virgin's bees. here vow to Heaven and you, 

J Though from my heart I cannot, from my hopes 
Lo calt this prince What would you more, my 
father ? 


Had, 


This worid from thee, thy honour, and thy o w] me, 
Demands one ſtep; a ſtep, by which, convinc'd, 


The king may ſee thy heart diſdains to wear 


A chain which his has greatly thrown aſide. 
But above all, thou mult root out for ever, | 
From the king's brenſt, the leaſt remain of hope, 
And henceforth make his mention'd love dithonoure 
Theſe things, my daughter, that muſt needs be done, 
Can but this way be done by the ſafe refuge, 
The ſacred ſhelter of a ee $ arms: | 
And there is one 
Sig. Good heavens ! what means my lord ? 
Sif. One of illuſtrious family, high rank, 
Yet Ri!l of higher digniry and merit, 
Who can and will protect thee 3 one to awe  , 3 
The king himſelf—Nay, hear me, Sigiſmunda 
The noble Oſmond courts thee for his bride, 
And has my vlighted word————this da 
Sig. [Kreelirg. | My father! 
Let me with trembling g arms embrace thy knees ! 
Oh, if you ever with-to ſee me happy; 
It e'er in infant years I gavs you joy, 
When, as I pratling twin'd around your neck, 
You ſnatch'd me to your boſom, kits d my eyes, 
And, meiting, ſaid you ſaw my mother there 
Oh, ſave me from that worſt ſeverity , 
Of fate ! Oh, outrage not my. breaking heart 
To that degree I cannot !—"tis impoſſible 
So ſoon withdraw it, give it to another. 
Let me, my 61 
Or I ſhall die; ſhall, by the ſudden change, 
Be to diſtraction ſhock” d Let me wear out 
My hapleſs days in ſolitude and ſilence, 
Far from the malice of a prying world ; 
At leaſt-you cannot ſure refuſe me this 
Give me a little time wall do all, 
All I can do, to pleaſe ou 
Sif. My daughter! you abuſe _ | 
The ſoftneſs of my netureq 
Sig. Here, my father, 
Till you relent, here will I grow for ond _——_— 
Sif. Riſe, Sigiſmunds.— Though you touch 
my heart, 
Nothing can ſhake th' inexorable dictates 
Of honour, duty, and determin'd reaſon. 
Then, by the holy ties of filial love, 
Reſolve, I charge thee, to receive Earl Oſmond, 
As ſuits the man who is thy father's choice, 
And worthy of thy hand go to bring him 
Sig. Spare me, my deareſt father! 
Sf. [Aſde.] I muſt ruth 
From her ſoft graſp, or nature will-betray me ! 
—— Quit me, my child! 
Sig. You cannot, Oh, my father ! 
You cannot leave me thus ! 
Sif. Come hither, Laura; 
Come to thy friend. Now ſhew chyſelf a friend, 


Combat her weakneſs ; diſſipate her tears ; 


Cheriſh, and reconcile her to her duty. [Exit Sif. 
Enter Laura. 
Sig. Oh, woe on woe diftreſs'd by love and 


duty 
Ob, every way unharpy Sigiſmunda ! 

Lau. Forgive me, Madam, if I blame your grief : 
How can you waſte your tears on one ſo falſe ? 
Unworthy of yqur renderneſs ? to whom 
"Ro but contempt is due, and indignation > 

- You know not halt the horrors of my fate 
I he. * perhaps, have learnt to ſcorn his falſhoodg 
Nay, when the firſt ſad burſt of tears was paſt, 


Sif, Yes, one thing more thy father. then is | right have rous'd my pride and ſcorn'd himſelf 
| But tis too much, this greateſt laſt * 
B 


happy — 


bo 
IS as, 
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Oh, whither all I fly ? Where hide me, Laura, {| 
From the dire ſcene my father now prepares? | 
Lau. What thus alarms you, Madam? | 
Sig. Can it be? x 

Can t-——ah, no'———at once give to another 

My violated heart? in one wild moment ? 

He brings Earl Oſmond to receive my vous. 


SIGISMUNDA. 


My tears teturn, the mighty flood o'erwhelms me! 


Lau. If thy own prace and honour cannot keep 
Thy reſolution' fix'd, yet, Sigiſmunda, 

h, think how deeply, how beyond retreat, 
Thy father is engag'd. 

Sig. Ah, wretched weakneſs ! 
That thus enthrals my ſoul : 


Gh, dreadful change! for 'Tancred, haughty Oſmond. | And have I then no tears for thee, my father? 


Lau. Now, on my ſoul, 'tis what an outrag'd heart, 


{ 


Can I forget thy cares, from helpleſs years, 


Like yours, ſhouid wiſh I ſhould, by heavens, Tur tenderneſs for me ? Shall I for theſe 


eſteem it | 
Moſt exquiſite revenge! 
Sig. | As ! on whom ? 
On my own heart, already but too wretched ! 
Lau. On him! this Tancred ! who has baſciy ſole, 
For the dull form of deſpicable grandeur, 


| Be nobly wretched—but her father happy 9 


| Repay thy ſtooping venerable age, | 
With thame, ditquiet, ,anguiſh, and diſhonour ? 


It muſt not be Thou fri of angels! come, 
Sweet filial piety, and firm my breait ! 
Yes, let one daughter to her fate ſubmit, 


His faith, his love !—At once a flave and tyrant | Laura !-—they come !-—Oh, heavens, I cannot ftand 


Sig. Oh, rail at me, at my believing folly,. 
My vain i-l-founded hopes; but fparg him, Laura! 
Lau. Who rais'd theſe hopes? who triumphs 
o'er that weaknets ? | 
Pardon the word—You greatly merit him ; 
Better than him, with all his giddy porap ; 
You rais'd him by your ſmiles, w hen he was nothing, 
Where is your woman's pride, that guardian ſpirit 
Given us to dath the periidy of man? 
Ye powers! I cannot bear the thought with patience! 
Before the public thus, before your father, 
By an irrevocable, ſolemn deed, * 
With ſuch inhuman ſcorn, to throw you from him! 
To give his faithleſs hand, yet warm from thine, 
With complicated meanneſs, to Conſtantia ! 
And, to complete his crime, when thy weak limbs 
Could ſcarce ſupport thee, tlten, of thee regardleſs, 
To lead her off! | 
Sig. That was indeed a ſight 
To poiſon love! to turn it into rage 
And keen contempt!—— What means this ſtupid 
weakneſs | 
That hangs upon me? Hence, unworthy tears! {| 
Diſgrace my cheek no more! No more, ny heart, 
For one ſo coolly falſe, or meanly fickle—- date to 
ſuggeſt 
The leaſt excuſe !—Ye?, traitor, I will wring 
Thy pride; will turn thy triumph to confulion! 
ä Sicilia's daughters 
Shall wondering ſee in me à great example 
Of one who puniſh'd an ill-judging heart, 
Who made it bow to what it moit abhorr'e ! 
Cruth'd it to miſery ! for having thus 
So lightly liſten'd to a worthleſs lover! 
Lau. At laſt it mounts, the kindling pride of 
virtue | 
Truſt me, thy marriage will embitter i. 
Sig. Oh, may the furies light his nuptial corch ! 
Be it accurs'd as mine! for the fair peace, 
The tender joys of hymeneal love, 
May jealouſy awak'd, and fell remorſe, 
Pour all their fierce venom through his breaſt !.—. 
Where the fates lead, and blind revenge, I follow, 
Let me not think—By injur'd love! 1 vow, 


Thou ſhalt, baſe prince! perfidious and inhuman ! 


Thou ſhalt beho'J me in another's arms 
In his thou hateft, Oſmond's ! 

Lan. Ay, that will Gipg his foul to madneſ 
Vour cooler thought, beſides, will of the change 
Approve, and think it happy. Noble Otmond— 

Sig. Talk not of Oimono, but perfidious '7ancred! 
Rail at lim, rail! Invent new names of ſcorn ! 
Ati mc, Laura; lend my rage treſh fuel; 
dupport my ſtaggering purpoſe, which already 
Nevins to ial] me ——= Ah, my vaunts how vain 
Mau have I 1d to my owe kart he Ui. 


1 


They were bred up together 


| The horrid trial! —0Open, open earth! 
And hide me from their view. 


Lau. Madam. ; 


Enter Siffredi and Oſmond, 

Sif. My daughter, - 
| Behold my noble friend, who courts thy hand, 
And whom to call my ion I ſhall be proud. 
| Oſm. Think not, I prefume, : 
| Mayam, on this your father's kind conſent 
Jo make me bleſt. I love you from a heart, 
That teeks your good ſuperior to my on; 

And will, by every art of tender friendſhip, 
Conſult your deareſt welfare. May J hope, 
Yours does not diſavow your father's choice? 

Sig. 1 am a daughter, Sir—and haze no power 
O'cr my own heart——1 die—Suppoit me Laura, 

[ Faint, 
Sf. Hely— gear her off—=She breathe. 
My daughter! 
Sig. Oh, 
2 orgive my we alt neſ.—Soft my Laura, lead me 

To my apartment. [ ZExeunt Sig. and Lauti 

Sif. Pardon me, my lord, 

If by this ſudden accident alatm'd, 
I leave you fur a moment. 

Oſm. Let me think 
What can this mean ? Is it to me averſion? 
Or is it, 4s fear'd, the loves another? 
| Ha !----yes— -perhaps the king, the young Count 

Tancrel ; 


{ Exit Siffredi, 


| 
i 
g Surely that, 
ö That canxot be==Has he not given his hand, 
In the mot ſolemn manner, to Conſtantia? 
| Does not his crown depend upon the deed ? 
What is it then Al care not what it be. 
She muſt be mine—She is If yet her heart 
Conſents not to my happinels, ter duty, 
Join'd to iny tender cares, will gain ſo much 
Upon her generous natute—that will follow. 

ihe man of ſenſe, who acts a prudent party 
Not flaticring ſteals, but foruns himſelt the heart. 
| Exc 
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ile tombs around, the faints, the darken'd 20. 


+ And the wamling mise, with horror hoc“. 


falch 
than 
nur 
lever 
me, 

tzwa 
this 

abuſe 
whic 
hre, 
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But here is ſtill new matter of diſtreſs, 

Oh, Tancred, ceaſe to perſecute me more ! 

Oh, grudge me not ſome calmer ſtate of woe; 
Some quiet gioom to ſhade my hopeleſs days, 
Where I may never hear of love and thee !—— 
Has Laura, too, confpir'd againſt my peace ? 

Why did you take this letter ?---Bear it back--- 

I will not court new pain. {Giving ber the letter. 
Lau. Madam, Rodolpho me, 


rg'd me fo much, nay, even with tears conjur'd 


But this once more to ſerve th' unhappy king--- 
For ſuch he faid he was---that tho' enrag'd 
Equal with thee, at his inhuman falſhood, 
J could not to my brother's fervent prayers 
Refuſe this office----Read it--- His excuſes 
Will only more expoſe his falſhood. 
Sig. No: 
It ſuits not Oſmond's wife to read one line 
From that coniagious hand---the knows too well 


Lau. He paints him out diſtreſs d beyond expreſ- | 
[lion ; 


Even on the poet of madneſs. 
He dies to ſee you, and to clear his faith. 
Sig. Save me from taat!---"That would be worſe 
than all ! 
Lau. I but report my brother's words; who then 
B-gan to talk of ſome dark impoſition 
That had deceiv'd us all ; when, interrupted, 
We heard your father and Earl Oſmond near, 
As ſummon'd to Conſtantia's court they went. 
Sig. Ha! impolition!—Well, if I am doom'd 
To be, o'er all my ſex, the wretch of love, 
In rain I would refiſt—Give me the letter 
Lo know the worſt is ſome relief Alas! 


It was not thus, with ſuch dire palpitations, 


That, Tancred, once I us'd to read thy let texe. 
Attempting to read the letter, but gives it to Laura. 
Ah, fond remembrance blinds me '---Read it, Laura. 
Lau. | Reads. | Deliver me, Sigiſmunda, from 
that mot exquiſite miſery which a faithful heart 
can ſuffer To be thought baſe by her, from 


| You have done well. 
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To ſee my ſovereign thus, no more 3 ma 


Tan. Oh, let me kiſs the ground on which you 
tread ! 
Let me exhale my foul in ſofteſt tranſport ! 
Since 1 again behold my Sigiſmunda ! Ring. 
Unkind | how couldf thou ever deem me falſe? 
How thus diſhonour love ?---After the vows, 
The fervent truth, the tender proteſtations, 
Which mine has often pour'd, to let thy breaſt, 
Whate'er th' appearance was, admit ſuſpicion Y | 
Sig. How! when 1 heard myſelf your full conſent 
Ta the late king's ſo juſt and prudent will ; 
Heard it before you read, in ſolemn ſenate; 
When I beheld you give your royal hand 
To her, whoſe birth and dignity of right 
Demands that high alliance? Yes, my lord, 
The man whom Heaven 2p- 
To govern others, ſhould himielf firſt learn [points 
To bend his paſſions to the ſway of reaſon. 
In all, you have done well; but when you bid 
My humbled hopes lhok up to you again, 
And footh'd with wanton cruelty my weakneli->- 
Thar too was well--- My vanity deſery'd i 
The ſharp rebuke. 
Tan. Chide on, chide on. Thy ſoft pt now 
Inſtead of wounding, only ſooth my fondneſs. 
No, no, thou charming conſort of my foul ! 
I never lov'd thee with ſuch faithful ardour, 
As in that cruel miſerable moment 
You thought me falſe. 
It was thy barbarous father, Sigiſmunda, 
Who caught me in the toil, He vurn'd that paper, 
| Meant for th aſſuring bond of nuptial love, 
To ruin it for ever; he, he wrote f 
That forg'd conſent, you heard, beneath my nahe. 
Had he not been thy father Ha! my love? 
You tremble ; you grow pale! 
Sig. Oh, leave me, Tancred ! 
Tar. No Leave thee !--Never! never! au 
you ſet 85 


v.hoſe eſteem even virtue borrows new charms. My heart at peace; till theſe dear lips again 
When 1 ſubmit: ed to my cruel ſituation, it was not Pronounce thee mine | Without thee, 1 renounce 
falchood you beheld, but an exceſs of love. Rather | Myſelf, my friends, the world Here, on this hand 
than endanger chat, I for a while gave up my ba- Sig. My lord, forget that hand, which never now 
nur. Every moment, din 1 fee you, ſtabs me with] Can be to thine united 
leverer pangs than real guilt itſelf can feel. Let Tan. Sigiſmunda ! 
me, then, conjure you to meet me in the garden, What doſt thou mean — Thy words, thy look, 
twards the cioſe of the day, win I will explain thy manner, 
this myſtery. We have been moſt inhumanly!'Seem to conceal ſome horrid fecret---Heavens !--- 
avafed z and that by the means of the very paper. No---That was wild---DiftraCtion fires the thought! 
which, I gave you, from the warmeſt ſincerity o Sig. Enquire no more I never can be thine. 
os to aſſure you the heart and hand of Tan, What! who ſhall interpefe ? Who dares at- 
TaNcRED.” To brave the fury of an injur'd king, f tempt 
Fig. There, Laura, there, the dreadful ſecret Who, ere he ſees thee raviſh'd from his hopes, 
ſprung ! | Will wrap all blazing Sicily. in flames ? 
That paper! ah, that paper! it ſuggeſts | Sig. In vain your power, my lord "Tis fatal 
A thouſand hor.id thoughts---1 to my father Join” d to my father's unrelenting will, error, 
rave it; and he, perhaps---1 dare not caſt | Has plac'd an everlaſting bar betwixt u 
A look that w ay ---If yet indeed you love me, | I am-=- Earl Oſmond's----wife. 
n, blaſt me not, kind Tancred, with the truth! Tir. Ear! Oſmond's wife! 


0 


On, pitying, keep me ignorant for ever! 4 4 long pauſes during woF ich they 10k 
Whar ftrange, pe revliar miſery is mine ! | ne aner tit the bigbe un. und 7 
2 d to wiſh the man 1 love were falſe! | tender diſtreſs. | 
Madam, Heavens! did I hear thee right? What! marry'd! 
13 he comes the king ran 
Sg. Heavens! how eſcape ? ; Loft to thy faithful Tancred ? loft for ever! 
No- -- will ſtay -T his one laſt meeting----Leave | Could+ thou then doom me to ſuch matchleſs woe, 


mes [ Exit Laura, | Without ſo much as hearing mc ?---Diftrattion *--- 


Enter Tancred. | Alas! what haſt thou done? Ah, Sigiſmunda! 


an. And are theſe long, long hours of torture Thy raſh credulity has done a deed, 
aſt 1 | V Mie h, of two happielt lovers that e'er felt 
Tue bliſ-ful power, has made two finiſh'd wretches 
| Bu: ---Madneſs!---Sure, thou know'ſt it cannoþet 
« —S 


* life! my Sigiſmunda ! 


[ Tbrezving himſelf at ker fert. 
+ x Riſe, my lord 0 7 


— — — 


54 
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12 

This hand is mine! a thouſand thouſand vows--- 
Enter Oſmond. 


,. Oſm. 3 ber band from the king ·] Madam, 
t 14 


| is hand, by the moſt folemn rites, 
A little hour ago, was given to me; | 
And, did not ſovereign honour now command me, 
Never but with my life to quit my claim, | 
I would renounce it---ihus ! - 4 
Tan. Ha! who art thou? 
Preſumptuous man 
Sig. E Where is my father? Heavens : 
Goes outs ] l | | 
Of. One thou ſuouldſt better know----Yes---- 
vic me; one | | 
Who can and will maintain his rights and honour, 
Againſt a faithleſs prince, an upſtart king, 
M roſc firſt baſe deed is what a harden'd tyrant 
Would bluch to act. 
Tan. Inſolent Oſnond! know, 
This upſtart king wil! hurl confuſion on thee, 
And all who ſhall invade. his ſacred rights, 
Prior to thine---"Thine, founded on compulſion, 
On infamous deceit.- T will annul, 
By the high power with which the laws inveſt me, 
Thoſe guilty forms ig which you have entrap'd 
My queen betroti'd ; Wo has my heart; my hand, 
And inall partake my t »rone---It, haughty lord, 
If this thou didſt not know, then know it now 
And know, bees, as I have told thee this, 
Shouldft. thou but think to urge thy treaſon farther, 
Thy life thall anſwer for it. ba * 
It moves my ſcora to hear thy empty threats, 
When was it that a Norman baron's life 
Became. fo vile, as on the frown of kings 
To hang ?---Of that, my lord, che law muſt judge: 
Or, if the law be: weak, my guardian 190d 
Tax. Dare not to touch it, traitor, let my rage 
Break looſe, and do a deed that miibecomes me. 
„ a 2 
Si. My gracious lord, wint is it I behold ! 
_ My ſorereign in contention with his ſubjects ? 
. $wely this houſe deſerves from royal Taacred 
A little more regard, than to be made 
A ſcene of trouble, and unſeemiy Jars. 
Heavens !'. can your aighneſs 
From your exalted character deſcend, 
Unkindly thus diſturb the ſweet repoſe, 
The ſecret peace of familics, for which 
Alone the tree-born race of man to laws 
And government ſubmitted ? . 
Tan. My lord Siffredi, 
Spare thy 1chuke, The duties of my ſtation 
Are not to me unknown. But thou, old man, 
Doſt thou not bluſb to talk of rights invaded ; 
And of onr beſt, our deareſt bliſs Aiſturb'd? 
1308, who with more than ba, barous perfidy 
Haſt trampled all aliegiance, juſtice, truth, 
Humanity iilelf, beneath thy leet? 
Thou know 't thou haſt---I could, to thy confuton, 
Return thy hard re proaches; but I ſpare hee. -- 
Before this iord, for whote ill-ſorted iriendſhip 


. + Thou haſt-moſt baſely ſacrific'! thy daughter. 


Parewe!, my lord.- For tizee, lord conitable, 
Who don preſume lift thy ſurly eye 
To my ſoft jove, nt gentle Sigiſmunda, 
J once again command thee, on thy life. 
Ves chev thy rage but mark me- on thy lite, 
No farther urge thy arrogant pretenſians! 25 
[Exit Tanered. 
%. Ha! Arrogant pretenſons! Heaven and 
What! arrogant pretenũons to my wife? leneth! 
Al, weeded wits! Where are we? In a land 
» \ 


= 
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Of civil rule, of liberty and laws ? | 
Not, on my life, purſue them !---Giddy prince 

My life diſdains thy nod. It is the gift 

Of parent Heaven, who gave me too an arm, 

A ſpirit to defend it againſt tyrants. 

Mine is a common cauſe, My arm ſhall guard, 
Mix'd with my own, the rights of each Sicilian, 
Ere to thy tyrant rage they fall a prey, | 


I I ſhall find means to ſhake thy tottering throne, 


And cruſh thee in the ruins ! 
Conſtantia is my queen? 

Sif. Lord conſtable, 
Let us be ftedfaſt in the right; but let us 
Act with cool prudence, and with manly temper, 
As well as manly firmneſs. | 
Remember, that my houſe | 
Protects my daughter ſtill; and ere I ſaw her 
Thus raviſh'd from us, by the arm of power, 
This hand ſhould act the Roman father's part. 
Fear not; be temperate; all will yet be well. 
I know the king. Truſt me, to reaſon 
He will return. | 

Oſm. He will !---By heavens, he ſhall !—— 
You know the king---1 wiſh, my lord Siffredi, 
That you had deign'd to tell me all you Knew 
And would you have me wait, with duteous patience, 
Till he return to reaſon? Ye juſt powers! 
When he has planted on our necks his foot, 
And trod us into flaves; when his vain pride 
Is cloy'd with our ſubmiſſion. 


* 


| No, no, my lord! there is 4 nobler way, 


To teach the blind oppreſſive fury reaſon: 
Oft has the luſtre of avenging ſteel 
Unſeal'd her ſtupid eyes-- The ſword is reaſon ! 
Emer Rodolpho, with Guards. . 
Rod. My lord high-conſtable of Sicily, 
In the king's name; and by his ſpecial order, 
I here arreit you priſoner of ſtate. 1 
O/m. What king? I know no king of Sicily, 
Unleſs he be the huſband of Conſtantia. | 
Red. Then know him now-----Behold his royal 
To bear you to the caitle of Palermo. [ orders 
Sif. Let the big torrent foam its madneſs off. 
Submit, my lord---No caſtle long can hold 
Our wrongs This, more than friendſhip or alliance, 
Confirms me thine; this binds me to thy fortunes, 
By the ſtrong tie of common injury, 
Which nothing can difiolve---I prieve, Rodolpho, 
To ſee the reign, in ſuch unhappy ſort, | 
Begin. 
Oſm. The reign ! the uſurpation call it! 
This meteor king may blaze awhile, but ſoon 
Muſt ſpend his idle terrors---Sir, lead on 
Farewel, my lord---More than my life and fortune, 
Remember well, is in your hands---my honour: 
S$;f. Our honour is the ſame. My ſon, farewel--* 
We ſhall not long he parted. On theſe eyes 
Sleep fhall not ſhed his kalm, till 1 behold thee 
Reſtor'd to freedom, or paitake thy bonds. 
E'en noble courage is not void of blame, 
| Till nobler patience ſandlifies its flame. [Exeunt 


. 
SCENE, « Chamber. 
Sifiredi, acre. 8 : 
HE profpeRt lours around. I fourd the Ki 
Tbo' calm'd a little, with fubſiding temped} 
As ſuits his generous nature, yet in love 


Abated novght, moſt ardent in his rurpoſe ; | 
Incxorably fix d, whats'er the ri ques , 
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To claim my daughter, and diſſolve this marriage---} Oſm. My lord, my lord, I cannot brook. your 
1 | have embark*d, upon a perilous ſea, | It holds a pulſe unequal to my blood - ¶ prudencez 
A mighty treaſure. __ © _, FUnblemiſh'd honour is the flower of virtue! 
Bear witneſs, Heaven! Thou mind-inſpecting eye! | The vivifying ſoul! and he who flights it, 
My breaſt is pure. I have prefer d my duty, Will leave the other dull and lifelefs roſs, 
, The good and ſafety of my ſellow- ſabjects, Sif. No more Vou are too warm. 
n, FT» all thoſe views that fire the ſelfiſh race Oſm. You are to cool. | * 
| Of mort] men, and mix them in eternal if. Too cool, my lord? I were indeed too cook, 
ie, Enter an Officer belonging to Siffredi Not to reſent this language; and to tell the 
6fi. My lord, a man of un Fe port, his face I with Earl Oſmond were as coolas I © © 
Wrap'd in diſguiſe, is earneſt for admiſſion. To his own ſelfiſh bliſs---ay, and as warm . 
Sif. Go, bid him enter | [ Officer goes out. To that of others: But of this no more 
Ha ' wrap'd in diſguiſe! | My daughter is thy wife -= gave her to ther; 
per, An at this late, unſeaſonable hour ! © [And will, againſt all force, maintain her thine: 
2 Who can it be? | But, think not I will catch thy headlong pafſions, 
Enter Oſmond, diſcovering himſelf, | Whirl'd in a blaze of madneſs o'er the land; 
Sif. Earl Oſmond, you ?--- Welcome, once more, Or, till the laſt extremity compe] me, 
To this glad roof! But why in this diſguiſe? |Riſque the dire means of war The king, to- 
4 Would I could hope the king exceeds his promiſe! | Will ſet you free; and, if by gentle means {morrow, 
| | have his faith, ſoon as to-morrow's ſun He does not yield my daughter to your arms, 
Shall gild Sicila's cliffs, you ſhall be free And wed Conſtantia, as the will requires, 
Has ſome good angel turn'd his heart to [Juſtice ? Why then expect me on the ſide of juſtice 
— Oſm. It is not by the favour of Count Tancred | Let that ſuffice, | 
i, That I am here. As much I ſcorn his favour, |. | | Ofin. It does Forgive my heat. 
"EN As 1 defy his t ranny and threats My rankled mind, by injuries inflam' d, 
ience, Cor friend Goffredo, who commands the caſtl May be too prompt to take, and give offence. 
' Un my parole, ere dawn, to render back Sif. "Tis paſt—Y our wrongs, I own, may well 
My perſon, has permitted me this freedom, | tranſport l 
1 Know then; the faithleſs outrage of to-day, [The wiſeſt mind --But henceforth, noble Oſmond, 
By him committed whom you call the king, Do me more juſtice, honour more my truth, 
Has rous'd Conflantia's court. Our friends, the friends | Nor mark me with an eye of ſquint ſuſpicion 
Of virive, juſtice, and of public faith, Return, my ſon, and from your friend Gofftedo 
Ripe for revolt, are high in ferment all. ' [Releaſe your word, There try, by ſoft repoſe, 
! | thence of you, as guardian of the laws, To calm your breaſt. | 
A zuardian of this will, to you entruſted, Oſm. Bid the vext ocean ſleep, - 
Deſite, nay more, demand your inſtant aid, Swept by the pinions of the taging north 
To ſee it put in vigorous execution. But your frail age, by care and toil exhauſted, 
Sif. Youcannotdoubt, my lord, of my concurrence. | Demand the balm of all-repairing reft. 
ily, Who, more than I, have Jabour'd this great point? Sif. Soon as to-morrow's dawn mall frreak the ſkies, 
Tis my own plan; and if I drop it now, l, with my friends in ſolemn ſtate aſſembled, 
5 royal MW hould be juſtly branded with the ſhame Will to the palace, and demand your freedom. 
"orders MW Of raſh advice, or deſpicable weakneſs, Thea by calm reaſon, or by higher means, 
off. But let us not precipitate the matter. The king fhall quit his claim, and in the face 
Cnftantia's friends are umerous and ſtrong; Of Sicily, my daughter thall be yours. - 
liance, Vet Tancred's, truſt me, are of equal force. Farewel. i 5 1 . 
tunes, er fince the ſecret of his birth was known, Oſm. My lord, good night. [ Exit Siffredi. 
; Tae people all are in a tumult hurl'd, [After a ling pauſe.] I like him not F 
\lphoy Gf boundleſs joy---Oh, if our prating virtue Ye Il have mighty matter of ſuſpicion, 
Dwells Not in words alone--- Oh, let us join, My honour is not ſaſe, while here my wife 
My generous Oſmand, to avert theſe woes, Remain—— Who knows but he this very night 
And yet ſuſtain our tottering Norman kingdom! | May bear her to ſome convent, as he mention'd--<- 
* Chun. But how, Siffredi, how? -—-If by ſoſt means The king too tho I ſmother'd up my rage, 
3 We can maintain our rights, and ſave our country, I mark'd it well---will ſet me free ta- morrow. 
ortune, May his unnatural bloud firſt ſtain the ſword, Why not to night? He has ſome dark defign———— 
1 Fend with unpit, ing fury firſt ſhall draw it! By heavens, he has! -I am abus'd moſt groſely; 
wel- ; . hive a thought The glorious work be thine, Made the vile tool of this old ſtareſman's ſchemes. 
$ SI pute my daughter, to her God devoted, I will not wait his crawling timid motions, 
* ere plac within ſome convent's ſacred verge, I will convince him that Ear] Oſmond never 
Þ: n21th the dread protection of the alta Was form'd to be his dype---I will bear her off 
*. Ere then, by heavens! I would This night, and lodge her in n place of fafety; 
Z xeunt MI + bf whining monk myſelf, have a truſty band that waits not far. 
and prey inceſſant for the tyrant's fafety——— Hence! let me loſe no time---One rapid morient 
NN What! How ! becauſe an inſolent invader, [Should ardent form, at once, and execute ; 
, \ rect leinus tyrant, demands my wife A bold deſign- - Tis fix'd---The mine is laid, 
Want ! all I ramely yield her up, And only wants my kindling touch to ſpring. 
4 nin the manner you propoſe?---Oh, then [Fit Oſmond. 
| were ſaptemely vile! dezraded ! ſham'd! | - , 5 
| 1s fern of manhood! and abhorr'd of honour! * LET If By DOE , | 
e kings nere is, m Jord, an honour, the calm chilo Sy = [Toundare 
mpe, O. Aeon, of numanity and mercy, Enter Sigifmunda and Laura. 
: >. Erqor far to this pusctilious demon, Lau. Heavens? tis a fearful night! 
| + 2: fingly minds iel, and oft embroils Fig. Ah! the black rage 
% wu proud barbayzan nicetics the world. | Of midnight tempett, or th aſſuring mile: 
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Of radiant morn, are equal all to me. 
Nought now has charms or terrors to my breaſt, 
"The ſeat of ſtupid woe Leave me, my Laura; 
Kind reft, perhaps, may huſh my woes a little 
Oh, for that quiet ſleep that knows no morning 


_ Sig. Alas! what is the toil of elements, [ Thunder. 
This idle perturbation of the ſky, , 7 
To what J feel within? Oh, that the fires 8 
Of pitying Heaven would point their fury here! 
Good night, my deareſt Laura. 

Lau. Oh, Iknow not | 
What this oppreſſion means----Rut tis with pain, 
With tears, I can perſuade my ſelf to Jeave you 
Well then—Good night, my deareſt Stir 

| oe Exit, 

Sig. And am I then alone ?---The moſt undone, 
Moſt wretched being now beneath the cope 
Of this affrighting gloom that wraps the world 
I ſaid 1 did not fear—Ah, me! I feel 
A ſhivering horror run thro' all my powers! 

Oh, I am nought but tumult, fears, and weakneſs! 
And yet how 1dle fear, when hope is gone, 
Gone, gone for ever |---Oh, thou gentle ſcene 

_ | Eooking toxvards her bed, 
Of ſweet repoſe, where by th' oblivious draught 
Of each ſad toilſome day, to peace reſtor's, 
Unhappy mortals loſe their woes awhile, 
Thou haſt no peace for me !--- What ſhall I do? 
How paſs this dreadful night, ſo big with terror? 


Here, with the midaight ſhades, here will | fit, 


[ Sitting down. 

A prey to dire deſpair, and ceaſeleſs weep 
The hours away.---Bleſs me---1 heard a noiſe- | 
[Starting up. 


No--- I miſtook---Nothing but filence reigns, | 


And awful midnight round--Agaie !--Oh, heavens ! 
My lord the king! Lo 
; Enter Tancred. 

Tan. Be not alarm'd, my love ! 

Sig, My royal lord, wh) at this midnight hour? 
How came you hither? | 

Tar. By that ſecret way 
My love cont:iv'd, when we, in happier days, 
Us'd to devote theſe hours, fo much in vain, 
To vows of love and everlaſting friendſhip. | 

Sig. Why will you thus perſiſt to add new flings 
To her diſtreſs, who never can be thine ? 
Oh, fly me! fiy! You know 
' Tan. I know too much. 
Oh, how I could repr ach thee, Sigiſmunda ! 


—_— out my 1njur'd foul in juſt complaints! 


ut now the time permits not, theſe ſwift moments-- | 
1 told thee how thy father's artifice 
Forc'd me to ſeem perfidious in thy eyes. 
Eer ſince---a dreadful interval of care--- 
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To fink in hopeleſs miſery !---at leaft, 
* 2 forget the worthleſs Sizifmunds f 
an. Forgetthee ! No! Thou art my foul ith 
I have no thought, no hope, no wiſh but thee! 
Ah, how, forget thee !---Much muſt be forgot, 


Lau. Madam, indeed I know not how to go, Ere Tancred can forget his Sigiſmunda ? 
Indulge my fondneſs—Let me watch a while Sig. But you, my.lord, muſt make that great effort 
By your ſad bed, till theſe dread hours ſhall paſs. an, Can Sigiſmunda make it? 


Fig. Ah, I know not 
With what ſucceſs---Bnt all that feeble woman, 


And love-entangled reaſon can perform, 
II, to the utmoſt, will exert to do it. 


Tan. Oh, barbarous Siziſmunda ! 
And canſt thou talk thus ſteadily ? thus treat me 
With ſuch unpitying, unrelenting rigvur ? 
Poor 15 the love, that rather than give up 
A little pride, a little formal pride, 
{The breath of vanity, can bear to ſce 
The man, whoſe heart was once ſo dear to thine, 
By many a tender vow ſo mix'd together, 
A prey to anguiſh, fury and diſtration ! 
Thou canſt.not, ſurely, make me ſuch a wretchy 
Thou canſt not, Sigiſmunda!---Yet relent, 
Oh, ſave us yet!---Rodolpho, with my guards, 
Waits in the garden---Let vs ſeize the moments 
We ne'er may have 2gain--- With more than pawer 
I will affert thee mine, with faireſt honour 
The world ſhall even approve; each honeſt boſom 
Swell'd with a kindred joy to ſee us happy. 

Sig. The world approve! What is the wolle 

to me ? 


And mine is fix'd 
Not all the heat can plead, (and it, alas! 
Pleads but too much) . 
| Shall ever ſhake th' unalterable dictates 
That tyrannize my breaſt. 

Jan. "Tis weli---No more 
I yield me to my fate---Ye3z, yes, inhuman ! 
Since thy barbarian heart is ſteel'd by pride, 
Shut up to love and pity, here behold me 
Caſt on the ground, a vile and abject wretch ! 
Loft to all cares, all dignities, all duties! 
Here will 1 grow, breathe out my faithful ſoul, 
Here at thy feet--- Death, death alone ſhall part w' 

Sig. Have you then vow'd to drive me to per- 

dition-? 

What can I more ?---Yes, Tancred ! once again 
Iwill forget the dignity my ſtation 
Commands me to ſuſt un- for the laſt time 
Woll tell thee, that, I fear, no ties, ro duty, 
Can ever root thee from my hapleſs boſom, 
Oh, leave me ! fiy me! were it but in pity l- 
To ſee what once we tenderly have lov'd, 
Cut off from every hope---cut off for ever! 
Is pain thy generoſity ſhould ſpare me, 


nen riſe, my lord; and, if you truly love me, 


lf you reſpect my honour, nay, my peace, 


My thoughts have been employ'd, not without hope, Retire ! for though the emotions of my heart 


How to defeat Siftredi's barbarous purpoſe, 
But thy credulit has ruin'd all, 


| Can ne'er alarm my virtue; yet, alas! 
They tear it ſo, they pierce it with ſuch anguith--- 


Thy raſh, thy wild---I know not what to name it---- | Oh, tis too much !----1 cannot bear the confi! 


Oh, it has prov'd the giddy hopes of man 
To be deluſion all, and fickening folly ! 

Sig. Ah, genez-us Tancred ! ah, thy truth deſtroys 
Yes, yes, tis I, tis 1 alone am talſe! [me 
My hafty rage, jvin'd to my tame ſubmiſſion, 
More than the moſt extaufied tal duty 
Could e er demand, has daſh'd our cup of fate 
With bitterneſs unequal'd-—But, alas! 

What are thy woes to mine ?--=to mine zu Heaver: 
Now is thy tun of venzeance---bate, renoytue my! 
Oh, leave me wo he l. 1c Il deter, 


Oluiond. 
and aniwer to 


b F be, 
| Oſ. Turn, tyiaut, urn! 
honour, 
For this thy baſe, infufterable outrage ! 
| Tan, Intoieat traitor ! think not to eſcape _ 
| TH. folf my vengeance! {| They fight, Oſmond fats 
Lig: Help, here! Help! Oh, heaveis- 
bing berſeif down by bös. 
Ans! my lord, what meant your headlong rage 
at faith, which 1 this day, upon the alta, 
em'ſh'd, pute 
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As veſtal truth; was reſolutely yours, 9 
$:yond the power of aught on earth to ſhake it. | 
0/m. Perfidious woman | die 
[Stortening his ſword, he plunges it into ber breaſt. ] | 
And to the grave 
Attend a huſband, yet but half aveng'd ! 
Tax, Oh, horror! horror! execrable villain! | 
Oſm. And, tyrant l thou !-—Thou ſhalt not o'er | 
my tomb exult—— }, 
Tis well— tis great ! 1 die content! — [| Dies. 
Enter Rodolpho and Laura, | 

Tan. [Throwing e dern by Sigiſmunda.] 
Quick ! here! bring aid ! 

Ah, that gentle boſom . 
Pours faft tlie ſtreams of life. 

Sig. All aid is vain, 
| feel the powerful hand of death upon m 
But, ok! it ſheds a ſweetneſs through my fate, 
That I am thine again; and, without blame, 

May in my Tancred's arms reſign my foul ! 

Tan. Oh, death is in that voice! ſo gently mild, 
do ſadly ſweet, as mixes cven with mine | 
The tears of hovering angels !—Mine again 
And is it thus the cruel fates have join'd us ? 

Are theſe the horrid nuprials they prepare 
For lave like ours? 
—— Yes, death thall ſoon unite us! 
Sig. Live, live, my Tancred !----Let my death 
ſuffice 
To expiate all that may have been amiſs. 
May it appeaſe the fates, avert their fury 
From thy propitious reign |! 
Exter Siffredi, fix'd in aftoniſhment and grief. 
My father! Oh, how ſhall I lift my eyes 
To thee, my ſinking father! 

Sif, Awful heaven! | 
am chaftis'd My deareſt child. 

Sir, Where am 1? 

A fearful darkneſs cloſes all around 
My friends ! We needs muſt purr—1 muſt obey 

Th' impetuous call---Farewel, my Laura! 

Oh, my dear father, bow'd beneath the weight 

Ot age and griet-- --the victim even of virtue, 
Receive my laſt adieu !---Where art thou, Tancred? 
Cite me thy hand---But, ah,---it cannot fave me 
From the dire king of terrors, whote cold power 
C:ceps o'er my heart Oh! 

Tar. How theſe pangs diſtract me! 

Oh, lift thy gracious eyes !--Thou leav'ſt me, then 
Thou lcav'ſt me, Sigiſmunda ! 

Fig. Oh | die ͤ ¼—v—-— 

erna mergy take my trembling ſoul ! 
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Oh, *tis the only ſting of death to part 
From thoſe we love - -from thee----Farewel, my 
Tancred ! | [ Dies. 
Tan. Thus then! 
[ Flying to his ſword, is held by Redolphe. 
Rod. Hold, hold, my lord !-- --- Have you forgot. 
Your Sigiſmunda's laſt requeſt already ? 
Tan. Off! ſec me free! Think not to bind ma 
down, 
With barbarvus friendſhip, to the rack of life ? 
What hand can ſhut the thouſand thouſand gates, 
Which death ſtill opens to the woes of mortais | - 
OR, traitors, off | or my diſtracted ſoul 
Will burſt indignant from this jail of nature, 
To where ſhe beckons yonder---No, mild ſeraph; 
Point not to life----I cannot linger here, 
Cut off from thee, the miſerable pity, 
The ſcorn of human kind !---A trampled king! 
Oh, ſhame ! Oh, agony ! Oh, the fell ſtings 
Of late, of vain repentance ! Ha, my brain | 
Is all on fire! a wild abyſs of thought 
Th' infernal world diſcloſes! See | behold him! 
Lo ! with fierce ſmiles he ſhakes the bloody ſteel, 
And mocks my feeble tears, Hence, quickly, 
hence | 
Spurn his vile carcaſe ! give it to the dogs 
Expole it to the winds, and ſcreaming ravens! 
Ah, impotence of rage! 
Rod. Preſerve him, heaven ! 
Tan. Whatam I? Where ? 
Sad, filent, all ?----The forms of dumb deſpair, 
Awund ſome mournful tomb.----What do I ſee ? 
This toft abode cf innocence and love 
Turn'd to the houſe of death-! a place of horror! 
Ah, that poor corſe ! pale ! pale! deform'd with 
muider ! : ' 
Is that my Sigiſraunda ? a 
[ Throws himſelf down by ber. 
Sif. | Afeer a pathetic pauſe, locking on the ſcene 
before him.] Have I liv'd 
Jo thele enfeebled years, by heaven reſerv'd, 
To be a dreadful monument of juſtice v 
Rodolpho, raiſe the king, and bear him hence 
From this diſtracting ſcene of blood and death. 
Taught hence, ye parents, who from nature flray, 
And the great ties of ſocial lite betray 
Ne'er with your children act the tyrant's part: 
"Tis yours to guide, not violate the heart. 
Ye vainly wiſe, who o'er mankind preiide, 
Behold my righteous woes, and drop your pride; 
Keep virtue's fimple path before your ez es, 
Nor think from evil good can ever ite. 
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